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THE  BLIND  MAN'S  FRIEND 

Oh,  yes,  I  am  the  blind  man's  friend, 

As  any  one  can  see; 
I  lead  him  and  he  follows 

As  safe  as  he  can  be. 

If  anybody  puts  a  dime 

Within  my  master's  hand, 

I  always  bark  our  pleasant  thanks 
And  then  I  take  my  stand 

Upon  my  good  and  strong  hind  legs 
And  dance  a  jig  or  two — 

They  say  I  earn  the  money, 
But  7  don't  think  I  do. 


MY  TRUEST  FRIEND 

I'm  going  to  tell  you  'bout  my  friend, 

The  best  I  ever  knew, 
He  always  treats  me  just  the  same 

No  matter  what  I  do. 
He's  always  glad  to  see  me 

And  he  shows  it  in  his  face 
And  I  can  always  count  on  him 

Just  any  time  and  place. 

Now  some  folks  might  object  because 

His  shade  is  rather  black, 
And,  too,  his  nose  turns  up  a  bit 

And  is  kinda  out  of  whack, 
But  my!  his  eyes  are  wonders, 

They're  so  plumb  and  clear  and  true, 
That  you  know  he  is  a  good  friend 

By  the  look  he  gives  to  you. 


No  forebears  he  can  brag  of 

(Might  as  well  be  on  the  shelf 
As  to  have  a  lot  behind  you 

If  you're  no  good  yourself), 
For  the  only  thing  that  really  counts 

Is  the  heart  you've  got  within 
And  your  ancestors  can't  help  you 

If  your  heart  is  filled  with  sin. 

He's  been  my  friend  for  ten  long  years 
And  he's  never  left  me  yet, 

I  rather  think  I'm  one  of  his — 
He  counts  on  me,  you  bet. 

Sure,  he  can  have  a  great  big  share 
Of  all  I've  got  on  earth — 

But  have  you  guessed?    My  friend's  a  dog- 
Some  wonder  what  he's  worth. 

Of  course,  they  never  ask  me 

But  his  price  is  mighty  high, 
And  my  friend  ain't  on  the  market, 

Not  for  any  one  to  buy. 
He's  the  last  thing  that  I'd  part  with, 

Is  this  little  dog  all  black, 
If  his  nose  is  kinda  turned  up 

And  a  little  out  of  whack. 


DRINKING  FROM  THE  GARDEN  HOSE 


Say,  did  you  ever  try  to  drink 

From  out  the  garden  hose, 
To  hold  the  pipe  with  one  small  paw, 

Another  hold  your  nose? 
Oh  say!  it  is  an  awful  task 

To  take  a  drink  like  that! 
You  see,  you  have  to  hold  your  breath 

And  have  to  lie  quite  flat, 
For  every  drop  that  goes  inside 

Ten  thousand  drop  outside, 
And  sprays  that  from  that  nozzle  flow 

Are  very  high  and  wide. 
So  when  you  want  to  take  a  drink 

That  squirts  and  squirts  like  this- 
You  first  put  on  your  bathing  suit 

And  swallow  "hit  or  miss." 


HIS  DILEMMA 

This  picture  was  taken  against  my  will, 

But  what  am  I  going  to  do? 
Whenever  I  see  it,  it  makes  me  ill — 
Why,  I  never  smoke  or  chew! 

A  dear  little  boy  was  playing  with  me, 
And  he  was  so  good  and  kind 

That  I  wore  his  hat  just  to  let  him  see 
That  I  really  did  not  mind. 


I  even  pretended  I  liked  my  looks, 

But  that  pipe  tasted  awful  to  me! 

Yet  I  tried  to  think  it  was  just  a  joke 
And  as  funny  as  it  could  be. 

But  oh,  \vhen  you're  judged  as  I  shall  be 
By  appearances,  all  untrue — 

There's  my  picture  that  anyone  can  see- 
Say,  \vhat  am  I  going  to  do? 


ENTERTAINING  ONE'S  SELF 

Now  when  they  brought  me  here  to  live, 

'Twas  strange,  of  course,  you  see, 
I  "acted  up" — oh,  yes,  I  did, — 

How  could  I  happy  be? 
No  dog  to  play  with  any  place 

To  help  the  time  to  pass; 
And  so  I  just  amused  myself 

By  digging  up  the  grass. 
They  say  I  spoiled  their  new  front  door 

By  scratching  with  my  claws — 
I  could  not  ring  their  'lectric  bell 

With  just  my  little  paws. 


I  jumped  into  the  fountain 

To  take  a  little  swim — 
I  got  a  little  punishment 

For  just  that  little  whim. 
Of  course,  the  goldfish  nearly  died 

At  this,  my  doggie  prank, 
But  they're  alive  and  wrell  today 

With  only  me  to  thank. 
I  might  have  eaten  every  one 

Or  crushed  them  with  my  feet, 
For  they  wrere  small  and  I  have  heard 

Goldfish  are  good  to  eat. 
Well,  last  of  all  the  things  I  did 

Upon  this  lonesome  day, 
Was  just  to  leave  my  "happy  home" 

And  gladly  run  away. 
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THE  LITTLE  ALLEY  DOG 

The  dogs  who  have  a  lot  of  things 

Sniff  past  me  every  day, 
And,  oh,  I  am  so  lonesome 

'Cause  I  dearly  love  to  play. 
Sometimes  I  see  a  little  dog 

I  think  might  care  for  me 
And  I  run  up  and  say,  "Hello," 

All  friendly-like,  you  see, 
But  he  looks  at  my  ragged  coat 

All  faded  out  and  gray, 
And  simply  tosses  up  his  head 

And  gaily  runs  away. 
For  I  live  in  the  alley 

Or  any  place  at  all, 
And  he's  all  slick  and  splendid 

While  I'm  all  dirt — and  small. 
Yet,  I  know  inside  me 

My  heart  is  clean  and  true. 
If  you  were  just  an  alley  dog, 

0  say-  -what  would  you  do? 
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POOR  LITTLE  PENNY,  THE  CIRCUS  DOG 

You  see,  they  called  me  Penny 
When  I  wasn't  worth  a  cent, 

But  people  always  looked  at  me 
No  matter  where  I  went. 

Of  course,  I  knew  my  coat  was  iine 
And  always  white  as  snow, 

That  might  have  been  the  reason 

I  was  looked  at,  don't  you  know. 


Sometimes  they  called  me  "Circus  Dog," 

But  said  it  on  the  sly; 
Of  course  I  didn't  understand, 

Nor  knew  the  reason  why. 

But  now  I'm  older,  months  and  months, 

And  smarter  every  day; 
It  was  because  I  could  sit  up 

And  bow  my  head  and  pray. 

You  see,  if  you  can  entertain 

With  just  a  trick  or  two, 
Some  folks  will  always  come  your  way 

To  see  what  you  can  do. 


Now,  I  was  borrowed  once,  you  know, 

And  taken  to  a  town, 
To  join  a  little  circus 

To  play  the  merry  clown. 

But  when  the  people  saw  me 

They  said,  "You  little  dear, 

We'll  make  a  lady  of  you, 

Nice  Penny  Dog,  come  here." 

They  put  a  silk  dress  on  me, 

A  hat  upon  my  ears, 
And  sat  me  in  a  carriage 

Despite  my  sighs  and  tears. 


A  little  silk  umbrella 

They  put  within  my  hand, 
And  down  the  street  we  started 

A-following  the  band. 

There  were  two  dogs  to  draw  me, 
Two  monkeys  drove  the  pair, 

My,  how  the  folks  applauded 
And  how  the  dogs  did  stare! 

But  I  can't  tell  my  suffering 

As  down  the  street  we  went, 

And  still  they  called  me  Penny 
When  I  wasn't  worth  a  cent. 
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THE  RUN-A-WAY  DOG 

I  wish  I  had  a  little  dog 

That  liked  to  stay  at  home, 
Who'd  live  with  me  and  play  with  me 

And  never  want  to  roam. 
I'd  give  him  everything  he  liked 

And  treat  him  best  I  could; 
You'd  think  a  dog  would  like  to  stay 

Where  he  is  treated  good 

Of  course,  I've  got  this  little  dog 

But  he  can't  settle  down, 
He  just  comes  home  to  eat  his  meals 

And  then  runs  back  to  town. 
Oh,  yes,  he  is  a  pop'lar  dog — 

'Most  any  one  can  see — 
And  he  likes  everybody  else 

As  well  as  he  likes  me. 

Oh,  how  I  wish  I  had  a  dog 

That  liked  to  stay  at  home, 

Who'd  live  with  me  and  play  with  me 
And  never  want  to  roam. 


TO  THE  LONELY  DOG 
AT  CARCROSS,  ALASKA 

Has  anybody  seen  him? 

My  great  boss  and  boss  o'  men? 
I've  been  waitin,'  waitin,'  waitin,' 

Thinkin'  every  now  and  then 
I  could  hear  his  voice  a-callin', 

'Cause  I  ache  to  draw  my  load; 
So  I'm  watchin,'  watchin,'  watchin,' 

But  there's  no  one  down  the  road. 

Yes,  they  say  I  am  a  leader, 

Best  among  my  clan  and  pack; 
I  can  run  as  fleet  as  any, 

Haul  a  load  on  foot  or  back. 
And  I'm  willin,'  more  than  willin' 

For  to  help  him  to  the  end; 
So  I'm  waitin/  waitin,'  waitin,' 

For  my  boss  and  only  friend. 


How  I  love  him! 
Say,  you  know  how  mighty  easy 

You  can  work  with  love  and  cheer, 
Haul  your  load  and  never  feel  it 

When  you  know  the  boss  is  near. 
When  you  know  you're  really  helpin' 

Pull  a  load  too  big  for  him, 
If  you  only  hear  him  calling 

' 'Heave  it  up  there,  good  old  Jim/1 

Someone  said  he'd  gone  and  sold  me, 

That  I'm  going  down  the  bay, 
Coin'  to  have  another  master, 

Coin'  to  live  some  other  way. 
They  can't  tell  me  I'm  forsaken 

By  my  boss  and  only  friend, 
I've  been  stolen  and  I  know  it 

And  I'll  know  it  to  the  end. 


So  I'll  just  keep  on  a-lookin/ 

Lookin'  down  the  lonely  road, 
Just  be  waitin/  waitin/  waitin/ 

For  to  draw  my  boss'  load. 
But  I  know  my  heart  is  breakin' 

And  I'll  die  unless  they  send 
For  the  one  great  human  bein/ 

For  my  boss  and  only  friend. 
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THE  FRIGHTENED  DOG 

It  was  the  busy  time  of  day, 

The  autos  rushing  every  way. 

I  saw  a  friend  across  the  street — 

An  old  time  friend  I  longed  to  meet — 

And  so  I  started  as  one  should 
Across  the  street  from  where  I  stood, 
But  I  had  scarcely  left  the  walk 
When — mercy,  how  a  horn  did  squawk! 

I  humped  my  back,  I  dropped  my  tail 
And  in  my  fright  I  had  to  wail. 
I  wasn't  hurt — you  understand — 
Just  thought  I  was — my  land!  my  land! 

A  kind  man  stopped  and  patted  me — 
I  was  so  scared  I  couldn't  see, 
But,  oh,  his  touch — so  good  and  kind 
Just  pushed  my  troubles  all  behind. 

Now  when  my  sight  returned  to  me 
My  friend  was  gone;  he  fled,  you  see. 
The  next  old  friend  I  long  to  meet 
I'll  let  him  come  across  the  street. 


A  VERY  BAD  DOGGIE 

I've  been  a  very  bad  doggie  today, 

I've  chased  a  kitten  or  two 
And  then  I  frightened  an  old  white  hen 

'Til  she  didn't  know  what  to  do, 
And  next  I  ate  my  mistress'  shoe — 

I  tell  you  it  tasted  fine — 
But  the  best  of  all  were  the  clothes  I  ate 

Right  off  of  my  mistress'  line. 


THE  RED  CROSS  DOG 

I  used  to  tell  my  battle  tales 

To  just  a  very  few, 
Because  they  say  that  tales  like  mine 

Are  scarcely  ever  true. 
A  dog  would  never  undertake 

To  do  the  things  I've  told 
And  so  my  audiences  were 

Quite  often  hard  and  cold. 
But  when  I  turned  my  lovely  cross 

So  they  could  see  the  "Red," 
Some  of  them  stopped  their  chatter 

And  heard  some  things  I  said. 

The  story  that  I  often  tell 

(My  grandchildren's  delight) 
Is  how  I  saved  a  soldier's  life 

One  dark  and  awful  night. 
You  see  the  boys  had  gone  to  bed 

So  tired  they  nearly  died, 
But  I — I  couldn't  go  to  sleep, 

I  just  lay  there  and  cried, 
And  by  and  by  I  gently  crept 

Outside  my  master's  tent 
And  on  and  on  all  through  the  night 

In  loneliness  I  went, 


Til  finally  my  heart  just  stopped, 

I  felt  a  cold,  cold  form, 
I  licked  his  hand — his  cheek — his  hair 

And  tried  to  make  him  warm, 
And  by  and  by  he  said,  "Good  dog, 

Go  tell  the  soldiers — boy." 
Oh,  how  I  ran  and  how  I  barked — 

My  heart  'most  broke  with  joy. 
I  reached  the  camp — I  woke  the  men 

As  quickly  as  could  be, 
They  saved  the  soldier's  life,  of  course, 

And  then — they  patted  me. 

Now  when  I  say  my  "doggie"  prayers 

Beside  my  strawy  bed, 
I  know  some  humans  in  this  world 

Believe  the  things  I've  said. 


HE  HOPES  TO  RETURN 

They  took  me  from  the  kennels 

A  few  short  days  ago 
And  I  was  disobedient, 

As  you,  perhaps,  may  know; 
But  being  far  away  from  home 

With  all  things  strange  and  new, 
I  could  not  be  my  better  self — 

I  wonder  now,  could  you? 
I  truly  tried  to  be  refined 

And  very  quiet  sat, 
Until  I  saw  upon  the  porch 

A  haughty  Persian  cat, 
And  being  in  a  nervous  state, 

My  manners  were  upset — 
I  just  jumped  through  the  new  screen  door; 

My  one  thought  was  to  get 
A  little  bit  of  fluffy  duff 

From  off  that  kitten's  ear, 
But  by  that  act  I  quite  upset 

My  chance  of  home,  I  fear. 
My  master  said,  "If  that's  the  dog 

Of  which  so  much  I've  heard, 
He'll  be  returned  today  at  once, 

Without  another  word." 


They  took  me  back  and  put  me  in 

A  pen  with  all  the  rest 
And  left  me  there  and  went  away — 

I  had  not  done  my  best. 
For  three  long  days  I  did  not  eat, 

And  scarcely  did  I  drink, 
I  loved  my  new  friends  very  much, 

And  honestly  I  think 
That  they  will  come  again  some  day 

As  sorry  as  can  be, 
And  they  will  look  at  all  the  dogs 

And  once  again  take  me. 


SHE  ADVERTISED 

She  lost  her  darling  little  dog, 

And  someone  told  her,  " Advertise;1' 
And  so  she  took  the  good  advice 

From  one  who  was  most  kind  and  wise. 
The  "ad"  was  in  the  paper 

Next  morning  at  her  door, 
The  paper  was  in  doggie's  mouth, — 

Now  could  she  ask  for  more? 
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